THE TRAINING OF A RULER
communist. I carried about a medallion with
Marx's head on it in my pocket. I think I regarded
it as a sort of talisman/'
"What do you think of Marx now when you
look at such a medallion ?"
"That he had a profound critical intelligence,
and was in some sense even a prophet. But at that
time, in Switzerland, I had little chance of dis-
cussing such matters. Among my fellow-workers
I was the most cultured, and, besides, we worked
very long hours. In the chocolate factory at Orbe
there was a twelve-hour day; and when I was a
builder's labourer I had to carry a hod up two
storeys one hundred and twenty times a day.
Yet even then I had an obscure conviction that
I was only being schooled for what was to come."
"Even when you were in prison?"
"There, above all," he rejoined. "There I
learned patience. Prison is like a sea-voyage. On
a ship and in prison a man has to be patient."
I pressed him to tell me about these prison
experiences.
He leaned forward into the light of the tall
standard lamp, laying both his arms on the table
as is his way when he wants to explain something
very clearly or to relate an anecdote. At such
times he is especially genial, thrusting his chin-
forward, pouting his lips a little, while fruitlessly
44